76        HOW HEREWARD FULFILLED HIS \YOKDS
and Castor Hanglands, and on by Barnack quarries over Southrope heath, with saddlebags of huge size stuffed with "gospels, mass-robes, cassocks, and other garments, and such other small things as he could carry away." And he came before day to Stamford, where Abbot Thorold lay at his ease in his inn with his hommes d'armes asleep in the hall.
And the churchwarden knocked them up, and drew Abbot Thorold;s curtains with a face such as his who
" drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night, And would have told Mm, half Iris Troy was burned ;"
and told Abbot Thorold that the monks of Peterborough had sent him; and that unless he saddled and rode his best that night, with his meinie of men-at-arms, his Golden Borough would be even as Troy town by morning light.
" A moi hommes d'armes !" shouted Thorold, as he used to shout whenever he wanted to scourge his wretched English monks at Malmesbury into some French fashion.
The men leapt up and poured in, growling.
"Take me this monk, and kick him into the street for waking me with such news."
"But, gracious lord, the heathen will surely burn Peterborough; and folks said that you were a mighty man of war."
"So I am; but if I were Eoland, Oliver, and Tur-pin rolled into one, how am I to fight Here ward and the Danes with forty men-at-arms 1 Answer me that, thou dunder-headed English porker."